mover. But with so many possible causes of trouble,
there might be many movers, each working alone, yet
all tending to disruption. Many little ferments here and
there might throw the body politic into raging fever.

They came to the last day of the performances. On
this day, as Theodora passed to the theatre, she saw that
lophon was right. The wagons of musicians and speakers
now bore Green banners on which, in white letters, were
die legends:

Hypatius for Consul.

Vote for Hypatius and Liberty.

She thought to herself that he was taking a most costly
way to ensure himself a vast expense; however, that was
his business. At the theatre she found to her amazement
and delight a note from Philip, the acting Chamberlain
of the Palace, saying that their Imperial Majesties com-
manded her presence at the Palace to supper that
evening; black would be worn. She found that Sosthenes
and Macedonia had also been commanded. She knew at
once that she was only bidden as Macedonia's friend , . .
or was that true? Had she been bidden because Justinian
would be there? Had Justinian asked that she might be
of the party? She had a quivering hope that that might
be so. He was a friend and a disciple of Timotheus, and
thereby linked to all things of hope and promise. Mace-
donia was in ecstasies of expectation and of terror.
Sosthenes said he had always feared that the perform-
ances would lead to this. "All the same," he said, "he
does show us that he appreciates us. Even if he clears
us off with fifty others in the Big Hall, it will be more
than his predecessor ever did. I wish he'd asked lophon
and the Music."
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